364         THE PAGEANT  OF THE YEARS
The representative of France was Aristide Briand. I had been watching
him down below. He had sat hunched up, looking like an old-clothes-
man with scurf on his collar, shabby and shaggy. Now he mounted the
platform, pulled himself up and flung out his hand, and was no longer
like an old-clothes-man but like an old lion. He was the greatest orator
of France. His voice was wonderful, marvellous in tone, in musical
resonance, in exquisite elocution. He paced up and down. We listened
to his words spellbound. They were golden words, sometimes sinking
to a whisper which all could hear. He was a great old actor, with all the
tricks of oratory, but one believed that day in his sincerity and his
emotion. He pledged the soul of France to peace and good will with the
soul of Germany. He turned his back, as the French people would turn
their backs, upon the Way of Blood, that long road of flaming war and
monstrous death, which both nations had traversed, and he faced a
future when Germany and France would work together for the peace of
humanity, the safety of women, and the rescue of the world's young
manhood. He held out both hands to Stresemann in the name of
France. It was a speech which those of us who heard it will never
forget, and it is made more poignant now by the terrible fact that both
those nations went back again along the Way of Blood. Stresemann
died. Briand died. The world economic crisis swept all nations into
financial ruin. The League was betrayed. . . . Hitler came.